
The ride, 

OR TRAB, THAB, TRAB 

T a ride was taking, 

My o'wn beloved to see; 

Her love was then awaking, 

And thus she spoke to me ; 

Abj most adored, I see 
He’s hastening fast to me ? 

' ‘’■jP’ trip, trip boldly, 

-trip, trip, trip, trip speedily. 

, , Trip, trip, %u 

M.J prancing steed to meet her, 

I quickly spurr ’d along, 

•'i"'rit^yearned to greet her, 

Ana*‘‘'-' tier for mv ^wn. 

My joy» my beauteous tair 1 
Why (lost thi n tarry there ? 

• ^rip. trip, trip, trip, trip boliLy; 
Trip, trip, trip, quick to me. 

_ Trip, trip, Si< 

rtom off r jy horse alighting, 

I tied Jim to a tree, 

4nd lo'^ ( our hearts delighting. 

Oh, VP ho so sad as we. 

A garden walk we took. 

She gave an angel’s look. 

Trip, trip, trip, trip, trip boldly. 
Trip, trip, trip not away. 

Trip, trip, *c 

1 8tt me down beside her. 

And much we sung and said ; 

But sure I did not chide her, 

For love our converse led. 

Oh, dea tell me why. 

The tear feh from thine eye ! 

Trip, trip, trip, trip, trip boldly. 
Trip, trip, trip love away. 

Trip, trip, SUm 


tJticle Ned. 

i ON CE knew a niggar and his name was 
Uncle Ned, 

But he’s gone dead long ago ; 

He’s got no wool on the top of his head, 

In the place where wool ought to grow. 
Hand np the shovel and the hoe, 

Bay down the fiddle and the how, 
There’s no more work for poor old Ned, 
He’s gone where the good niggars go. 
His nails were as long as the cane ja the 
break. 

He’s got no eyes for to see. 

He’s got r 0 teeth to eat the oat cake, 

He’s forced to let the oat cake he. 

Hand up the shovel, &c. 

On a cold frosty morning this niggar he died 
In the churchyard they laid him low. 

And the niggars all said that they were 
afraid, 

His like they never should know. 

Hand no the shovel, &c 


The Cavalier 

I T wa» a bckcrtifol 
And the stars shone bi 
the moon on the waters plajed 
When a gay cav ali^r, 

At a bower drew near, 

A lady ta serenade. 

To terderest words, 

BT^ swept the chords, 

While many a sigh breathed he. 

An d o’er and o’er, -t 

He fondly swore, 

Sweet maid, I love but thee. 

Sweet maid, sweet maid, I iove bnt thee. 

He raised his eyes, 

To the lattice high, 

While fondly breathed h^s hopee, 

With amazement he sees, 

Svrag about in the breeze, 

Already a ladder of ropes I 
Up, np, he has gone— 

The bird has downl 

“ What’s this on the ground quoth be, 

It is plain that she loves— 

Here’s some gentleman’s gloves, 

And they never belonged to me. 

These gloves, these gloves, they be* 
kinged to me. 

You aH would have thought 
He’d have followed and 
That being the duelling age, 

But this g)>y cavalier, 

Quite scorn’d the idea, 

Of putting himself in a rage. 

More wise by far 
He put up hif guitar, 

And as homeward^^e wentsuag be. 

When a lady elepes 
pown a ladder of ropes, 

She may go ‘o Ho»g Kong for me, 

She may go, she may go to Hong Kong 


Yes I have dared to 
Love Thee. 

Y es I hare dared to love thee, 

Cold and senseless though I seem. 
And sweet have been the phantasies, 

Of this, my heart’s first dream. 

The snn does not a brighter beam, 

On all creation pour. 

Than that which now lights up the miM 
Where all was dari before, 

Alihe he shines on hill and dale, 

On Talley, mount and sea. 

And as he is to one of the«- 
Thou'rt even that to me. 

'Twas not thy beauty that enthrall’d 
And yet thy form is fair. 

The painters eye would lore to dw«» 

On all the graces there. 

It was thy mental loveliness. 

That hound ray soul to thine. 

And made me dream of happiness. 

Oh can it ere be mine 1 
Th-y magic tones have lured me 
Into paths before nntrod, 

And led my wandering spirit bae* 

A oaptise to its God. 

Tm, still this lonely heart must 1 
E'sn I knew not how well, 

G’nta the blight of sickness 
On Ay youthful beauty t*H, 

I thought ’twas admiration 
And esUem I felt before. 

But then I knew I lived. 

And in that hour 1 loved thee ; 

Then chide ms not, if I oonfesi, 

Mt hsart’s no longtr free, 

Thou hast made m« love thee lovely. 
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